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Let the Night Surround Us 


Author's Notes: 

Warnings: Touches the delicate subject of passing (as much as a 19 year old can put her finger on it anyway), 
however not in a too depressive manner and without the actual death happening; plus contains mentions of a 
\'senior\’ sexual intercourse-I don\'t believe in taboos, but | did my best to treat both issues with respect and 


tact. 


This fic has no connection with my other \oldies\' story \"Us\". Many thanks to Katelyn who gives the best 


beta and encouragement, and also to my friend Caroline and her Polish teacher ;) 


"Its actually quite emotional." you said. 
Remember that night? 


*** 
Yes, | think today its time to reminisce about LIVE 8. | won't dwell too much on the subject of the event itself, 
I'd rather talk about the enormous impact that July the 2nd 2005 had on my life.. What? What are you talking 


about, of course it was the 2nd and not the 3rd. 


Yes, Roger, | know it was one of the most significant days in your life; try to imagine it was one for me, too; 
yes, | know you'd never mix up such a crucial date, and yes, | am fully aware you can still remember that 


your father died on February the I8th. But nevertheless you're wrong, may | continue? 
Oh, fine, we'll check it on-line then, bring me my laptop, it's on the desk. 
.. see Now? 


Thank you. No, it's okay, it doesn't matter to me. Roger, | know you're not too keen on talking about this 

particular event, but | thought we both don't want anymore terra incognita between us? And it's not like I'm 
going to reproach you - for your information, I'm as ashamed of my own actions as you are of yours. | had 
really wanted it all to be so much more than it was in the end as | lost with my inner resistance, pride and 


prejudice. We're both equally guilty here. 


It's not even about the concert - oh no, it was very good, in fact it was far better than | had expected.. | 
don't have a wicked smile on my face; | don't know what you're talking about. Stop fucking interrupting me. 
Anyway, what | truly regret are all the things we should have said to each other after the gig and we never 
did. | know we've got the opportunity now and l'm most grateful for that, but | wish we had both come to our 
senses earlier. Ah, though apart from that, the night was so beautiful, memorable in the most unique way.. I'm 
not grinning again, and my eyes most definitely did not twinkle, you're imagining things. Bring your glasses 


tomorrow and fuck off. 


Roger.. I've raised eight children There's nothing you can do to impress me so stop pouting right now. 


Okay, you won - I'll tell you what was on my mind, but don't say | didn't warn you. It is just that.. sometimes 
I've really been wondering ifif you were so happy to see me or you just had something extraordinarily big in 


your pocket. 


Yeah, yeah, go calling me a dirty old man now, but it wasn't just me who noticed it. In fact, your bulge inspired 
a whole internet discussion.. Oops, too much information. Never mind. 


| said, never mind. 


All right, | was just kidding you, oh seriously you can be so naive at times. May | go on now? And would you 
stop cutting the hell in already? 


| was pretty depressed when | got home that evening; it felt as if nothing happened, not in the terms of music 
obviously, but between us, in the continuously empty and sun-burnt landscape of our relationship. The biggest 


let-down was that cold, polite conversation during the party, | know our respective wives were both hung upon 


our arms, but these days | realize my keeping the distance didn't have anything to do with them, it wouldn't 
have been that hard to sneak out of the room for a more private conversation after all. No, the thing is, it 
was your mere presence that paralyzed me.. Oh, don't look so smug, | know you were paralyzed as well, and 


scared, too. Afraid to really talk to me. 
About whaf? Oh, let me think.. The Wall in Berlin perhaps? 


Ow, that hurt, you bastard! If you keep hitting me every time | say The Wall in Berlin, | swear I'll never let you 
inside my bed again. And it's your fault, asking me stupid questions like this, because what the hell do you think 
| might have wanted to talk about? Us, you moron, the I710's and all the things we've been talking over 
recently - our feelings, our unspeakable desires. Right, no more plural - | mean issues like my envy of your 
being a better lyrics writer; | mean how much | resented you for your dictatorial outbursts, not because | 
wanted to rule the band myself, but because it isolated us from each other more and more. | mean the 
confusing question of how's it possible | really hated you so many times, and yet the feeling has never been 
completely clean and straightforward, always inseparably mixed with pain and warmth. Painful warmth, the 
most frustrating emotion I've ever experienced. And finally, | craved to make this sweet silly confession of how 
happy | was to stand next to you on the stage after all those years, most definitely quite emotional, and how 
deeply | prayed for it to never end. Because pretentious as it will sound, | think that together we're music, so 
above everything else, | wanted to ask why our life couldn't epitomize the stage, no, every single one of the 
hundreds of stages we did together. We've never managed to reenact outside them this inseparable harmony 
we had while being on them, I'm not going to ask for the reason why - | still don't know it but l'm.. reconciled. | 


have to believe my life took the best turn possible and so did yours becausehonestly, because what else? 


You think it's sad? Maybe it is, but do you think it's any different for other people? Everyone fucks it up for 
themselves and for those they love - we're no exception, Roger, and the past can be neither altered nor 


mended, so why waste our time regretting? 


You're silent. Ah, | think | might have just unwillingly reached the main difference between us. See, | don't think 
about ageing very often, but when | actually do, | never face any doubts. All | need to know is that | have 
matured and changed, | resign myself to all the switches and | go on. But quite often, I've also been wondering 
what it can be like for you - of course all | can do is make assumptions - and | came to a conclusion you've 
never really accepted being subjected to the process of getting older. Now, now, no need to get defensive, | 
didn't say it's a bad thing - who am | to judge you? | just think you're still angry with the world, Roger, 
passionately and invariably devoted to your ideas. | listen to Heartland quite often - no, | really do, | had 
started even before you came here for the first time. It's a beautiful album, thrilling and rousing, but to me 
you could as well have recorded it in 1983, all differences in circumstances disregarded. | mostly mean the 
lyrics layer - I'm not saying you're repeating yourself, it's more like your message is timeless. And you've 
never lost that amazing ability of dressing your thoughts into words; I've said it once, so | can say it again - 
l'm jealous of that. | might still have a small complex against a background of this, never fully cured, though 
now I've really come to regret my refusal to including Narrow Ways lyrics in the Ummagumma CD book. | know 
you've been secretly making fun of that for years and | can see you were right, it was childish But hardly the 
only manifestation of juvenile behaviour between us, don't you think? So many words should never have been 


said, or even thought, yes | told you | don't regret anything and it's true, but sometimes | can't resist this 


thought.. 
You were right, it Æ a bit sad. 
No, l'm really not that tired yet, you're oversensitive. 


God, Roger, sometimes you're worse than Polly. | might be wheezing a bit, but it's nothing; | don't want to lay 
down, l'm perfectly fine in a sitting position 


Did you say on your ches?.. 
Oh, all right, but I'll do it just to make you stop complaining. 


Yeah, I'm very comfortable, thank you, oh.. Where were we? Ah, yes - | don't feel | have too much to add 
about the very reunion though. | don't want to ransack my own regret - it really doesn't matter anymore. The 


only important thing is that | have you now. 
| didn't mean it like that. Oh great, so now I'm ‘a possessive dirty old man’? Get lost, Rog. 


So as | told you, after LIVE 8 | went back home very upset; however, at first | had been mostly tired and 
confused, hardly believing it was already over. | told Polly | was going to go to bed late and, mature as it 


sounds, | locked myself up alone in the bathroom. 


Turning on a stream of cold, indifferent water | sat on the edge of the tub and | closed my eyes, desperately 
wanting to feel anything apart from the overwhelming lassitude. After a few minutes the neglected, forgotten 
expectations finally clicked in and the disappointment took the better of me. | cried. Yes, then | realized - it was 
over, only except that it was not - and from that moment on, the concert began to affect my life more and 


more, an old wound scratched afresh. 


Therefore, the next few years were pretty emotionally intense too me; you're right - probably too intense. 
That's more or less when my problems with health began. We still met occasionally, like for that Syd tribute, 
and I'm not sure when | was doing worse - right after our encounters or during the intermissions. | was 
wallowing in constant grief and longing - and please don't mind my saying so, but unlike you, I'm not capable of 
enjoying these emotions in any way. Maybe if | was a better writer.. Forgive me, now I'm grumbling like an old 


fart. 


It started with my getting tired very easily; | had always had some troubles with high blood pressure and it 
got much worse. When | began to get these shooting pains in my heart, | decided on visiting a doctor at last, 
so | got the proper meds and all, but it turned out to be too late. One dayit just happened. | was playing with 
one of my grandkids, you know, like Brando in Godfather? Then.. first, the chest pain, transmuting into a gripping 
heartache, slowly becoming unbearable.. 


l'm all right talking about this - God, Roger, there's nothing to be ashamed of, it's not like it's some venereal 


disease, people do get heart attacks. You don't want to listen about it? But why? Don't even try to tell me that 
suffering doesn't fascinate you, I've known you practically all of your life - you've got this thing for the dark 
side of human existence, and you always have, so how is that you suddenly can't stand a casual description of 


a physical pain? 
What do you mean, because its about me? So what? What difference does it make? 


Oh l.. | see. I'll just skip this part then. And can | kiss your nose? 


| spent a week or so in the hospital, and after going back home | admit | might just might have been a bit 
unreasonable. To refrain from thinking about you, | started to work pretty hard. | snapped at Polly anytime she 
would point out | shouldn't spend so much time in the studio - | needed distraction like nothing else and 
strenuous work seemed a perfect resolution. Soon the pains began againand it turned out | was endangered with 


another attack. 


Don't look at me like that, I've already got enough of this look from Polly, thank you very much, | know | was a 
bad boy. As soon as my wife found out, she stuffed me into this bed, forbidding me to do almost anything. | 
knew it was for my own good, but deep in my heart, | resented her for that more and more, so surprisingly 
enough, the depression eventually started to rear its head. Many people came to visit me, but the company of 
anyone else aside from the closest family only made me feel worse so shortly, | told Polly I'd rather be alone. | 
constantly showered myself with promises | was going to sneak out and work while she was not at home, but | 


never did it. | would feel too guilty doing something she would disapprove of and cause her even more pain. 


So | was lying in bed for days and days, futilely trying to get rid of the persistent dark thoughts, and as it 
happens in every good fairy tale, one afternoon you came and changed everything, re-entering my life without 
any warning, turning it upside-down just like that. How many weeks from now? Five, you say? | thought it was 


six, but never mind.. 


| was just looking through a newspaper, | didn't pay any attention to the bell ringing at the front door and the 
muffled voices in the hall, convinced it was just another person for Polly to dismiss. Then | groaned when | 
heard steps on the stairs, softly cursing my wife for her lack of a backbone and preparing myself to face yet 
another worried and boring relative/old friend. Gentle knocking, responded by my resigned "Come in," the door 
was carefully opened and you walked in My first thought when | saw you? That's a bit embarrassing.. Oh well, 
damn you - any coherent thought was at once overshadowed by the fact that in terms of good look at the 
age of 10 you could still completely surpass any man | ever knew; and as if it wasn't enough, you had to wear 
these tight jeans, just like the Live Earth ones. Of course | remembered them, | could never forget that view.. 


"Polly called me" you began with a surprising amount of uncertainty, increasing my confusion. "And she said.. 


can | sit down, Dave?", you asked unexpectedly. 


"Oh, of course - go ahead, Roger." | gestured towards the chair near the bed and to my surprise, you 


hesitated. And if Roger Waters hesitates, he's up to something, I've spent my whole life learning that lesson - 
stop looking smug right now - but the words you articulated next were still the last thing | expected. 


"Would you mind.. would you mind terribly if | sat on your bed?" You sounded so shy, | would never have 


thought you were capable of that. 


"No.. of course not," | replied, at the same time vainly attempting to inform myself that for a man in his late 


60s blushing was absolutely beside the question Oh you bastard, you noticed it, didn't you? 

Looking quite uncomfortable, you took your position 

"Listen," | said, nervously adjusting the pillows under my back, determined to break the tension, "I have no idea 
what my wife told you, but let's make it clear - I'm not dying. My condition has been a bit.. strained lately, 


yes, but it's not like my time to say ‘good-bye cruel world has come, okay?" 


You seemed to relax a bit, emitting a short laughter and then you took my hand in yours, confusing me even 


more. 


"| didn't come to say good-bye, either, David.. we have probably said it too many times anyway. | just wanted 
to." You broke off. 


"Yes, Roger?" | squeezed your hand reassuringly; | knew | shouldn't allow myself to forget | was sitting with 
Roger Waters and constant vigilance ought to be my priority, but my self-control was already very much at 
short. Since you walked in, | had been trying to combat the upcoming wave of emotion and now | could feel my 
unquestionable defeat; for a consolation prize, | suddenly got a few strong pains in my chest. They made me 
suddenly close my eyes, as my chest began to wave more and more heavily. 

"Oh my God, David, are you okay?" 

Your grip on my hand tightened, becoming almost painful. 


"I am, just.. the small vial on the night stand? Give me two pills, okay? No water needed" 


Then | opened my mouth and felt you placing the tablets on my tongue; | knew | must have looked terribly 


stupid to you, but all of a sudden | was too tired to even care. 


‘lm so sorry Roger," | mumbled sucking on the pills. "It's one of these bad days I'm afraid. Don't be offended, 


but | need some rest now" 
"Can | stay.." There was a strange note in your voice but | took no notice just then 


"| would hate to delay you... | started rather dryly. 


".. and sleep next to you?" You blurted out in a pretty desperate manner and despite my weariness, | opened 


my eyes wide. 


"Roger, It's really.. but what if Polly walks in?" | knew it wasn't a nearly good reply or even an adult one, but | 


couldn't come up with anything more proper. 


"She won't, when she let me in, she asked me to take good care of you because she was going somewhere with 


the kids." 
"Oh, right, right... l.. | forgot. | forget quite a lot these days you know." | did my best not to sound bitter. 


"Oh, me too," you answered casually, moving the duvet to lay next to me, and having run out of excuses, | 
could only let you in "My short-term memory has been an absolute bitch lately. But | don't have any 


problems with the older memories." 


As you spoke, you put an arm around me and then you carefully wrapped us both in the duvet. It was all too 
surreal - for the first time in my life, | was lying in bed with you, true, it wasn't even sexual, but somehow 
still stirring and guilty and wrong and right on so many levels, as if we were a couple of I5 year olds clumsily 


making out in a car's back seat. 


"For instance, | remember recording Obscured by Clouds so well. One day | had walked into the studio before 
anyone else did and you were there, looking through the notes; | stood in the threshold for a long while, just 
watching you. In that very moment, the way your lips mimicked the words you were reading was my whole 


world..." 


Lulled by your soothing, nasal voice, | rested my back against you, having my forearm stroked in an even 
motion and your breath caressing my ear; as you were telling me things | wanted to hear all of my life, | 


suppose | must have fallen asleep with a big smile. 


An hour or so later | woke up, my face pressed against your bare chest, a few silver hairs tickling my nose. 
You must have taken off your shirt when | was asleep and | immediately understood that with this single act 
you took the ‘wrong’ part of this into a whole new dimension. Even though | still was clueless what the hell 

"this" actually was, that realization violently shot into all of my nervous endings like a heavy cocktail made of 


champagne mixed with guilt and apprehension. 


Next thing | was slightly horrified to discover | had left a small pool of drool on your skin, but when | looked 


into your face, | saw you noticed that, too, and you were still smiling. 
"You have no idea how much | would have given to be covered in one of your body fluids 40 years ago." 


The words spoken with a unique type of tenderness I've never heard from anybody else made my insides melt; 


| nonchalantly wiped the drool off you with my sleeve. 


"You're not that keen on the idea anymore now then?" 


My voice was still a bit hoarse from the sleep, but you seemed to appreciate my attempt for humour 


because it was then that you bent your head to kiss my lips very lightly. 


Roger, do you have any idea how many times | have dreamt of this kiss throughout the years? And against 
my better judgment, somehow | still expected the Earth to shake and fall apart. 


Did it? No, you answer this question yourself, Roger. Use your knowledge of human nature. 
After the kiss we stayed gasping in each other's faces, millimetres away. 


‘lm not giving you the next heart attack," you said breathlessly; your eyes were still firmly shut, but | wanted 
to look, to see - your slightly parted lips might have been the most stunning and erotic view in my whole life. 


"| didn't have it because of you, you stupid twit” Then another thought struck me, making me shift a bit. 
"And.. no matter what Polly might have told you, | am pretty healthy now, so you know, if you just came here 
to take pity on me." 


You do have your ways of making people shut up, | have to admit. 
What happened next? You know very well what happened next. 


What do you mean: you forgot? Oh, fuck off, I'm no Shahrazad and l'm not going to amuse you with dirty 
stories. You touched me and | touched you and that's all to say about it. It was neither wild nor violent, it had 
nothing to do with the kind of sex we could have in the 7710's and around that time. But it was us - short, 
sharp cries, faces buried in each other's arms, life-long secrets finally revealed in slightly feverish whispers 
and touches. If we had done it when we were young, it would have been too important, becoming a main means 
of defining our relationship; and it would have destroyed us in the end, because | wanted you Too much and you 
wanted me too much, and we weren't strong enough to deal with our own selves, too engulfed in dealing with 


each other. 


Instead, it could be a perfect complement to my life journey, giving it a meaning being both brand-new and 
familiar. | know this may not be exactly why you came here, | suppose you were rather looking for the old 
answers and new questions, so | am aware | will never be able to quite help you with this, we differ too much. 
But I'm all right with that, too - | just hope I'm giving you something valuable after all, apart from the 
cherished memories of my life-long fascination with a certain tall, skinny bastard. No, don't tell me that's 
enough - please, no more lies, no more pretending it's not there. | know I've come to accept things just as they 


are and you never will. That's the way things are. 


So since that day, we've been meeting more and more often. You kept telling me beautiful and melancholy tales 


about a man who spent his whole life in confusion, who has never learnt to deal with his own feelings, but he 


finally became strong enough to talk about them, and I've been doing my best to respond with the same 
honesty. So we're spending days putting the snatches of our memories together, one thing leading to another - 
when the memory fails one of us, the other tells the rest of the story. The emerging jigsaw picture will 
probably never be fully completed, but for me we've already got quite enough to look at our joint memento 
with contentment, admiration and just the tiniest, unavoidable amount of nostalgia. 


| have to admit, in the beginning | was afraid what Polly might think about us locking up together like this, but 
you convinced me. After all, who would believe two codgers can do anything but talk about good ol days? And 
that's basically what we do - even if these memories aren't quite what the rest of the world thinks they are. 
And if we do other things, too. 


| know you want to ask about Polly, so I'll answer this unspoken question. No, somehow | don't feel guilty now, 
and not just because when I'm with her and the kids, | do my best to make it all up to them. No, its more 
that.. Yes, my whole life had been marked by denial, but it has absolutely nothing to do with my love for my 
family. And Polly still is my world - it's just that now | also have another world, the one that has always been 
lying dormant in my dreams. And | couldn't feel resentful towards her anymore, since she's the reason why 
you came here in the first place. I've never asked her why exactly she decided to inform you of all people 
about my illness, and | don't think | ever will. Not knowing her reasons makes my gratefulness towards here 


more pure and complete, and she deserves every bit of it. 


l'm not too fond of this subject, but | have to move it: Once in a while it occurs to me | might not be getting 
up from this bed ever again Oh yes, | do walk around the house pretty often these days, but you know what | 
mean - please don't wince, you know as well as | do that one day the room can be empty. Roger, | want you to 
be calm about it. We've got this wonderful gift and it would be ungrateful to despair. Uh, | don't know "to 
whom exactly it would be ungrateful" - | just really don't want to die thinking | gave you yet another reason to 
be miserable. | know how much you love it, but | don't. Why can't | just, for once in our lives, be your 
happiness instead of misery? | am now?.. But nothing's changed when I'm gone, it's not like | won't be with you 
anymore, don't worry, I'l work out my way to haunt you night and day from the other side, singing Poles 
Apart under your window. 


Don't snort at me, | am serious. Roger.. | swear to you, | cross my heart. | won't disappear, | won't go 
somewhere you will never be able to see me again, | won't go far away, and most of all, / will not take what we 
have together with me. One day some part of David Gilmour will just turn into a cold body, but then it won't 
be me anymore and therefore nothing for you to mourn and miss. Remember that, a funeral is nothing but 
decor for burying the least important layer of a human being. Everything else will remain. Please, take your 
time but at least try to accept what | said. For me. 


Wait, why are you smiling now? | don't like this kind of smile at all.. You're not thinking.. Oh no, Roger, my dear, 
you are not dying first. Ha ha, do | really hear you say something about ‘the age difference’? Yeah, bloody 
whole two years and a half - oh, clearly you're just clutching at straws. Come on, you're not the one with 


heart problems; well, yes, | have been doing much better lately, but I'm still more at risk than you. Shut up, 


you're not leaving me alone again 


Yes, | said "again". No, we won't talk about making The Final Cut now, and whether you left the band or the band 
left you, and which one was Pink, either. It was my turn to decide today, did you forget? You can have your 
portion of whining tomorrow. 


What? | will never speak of dying again or else you leave? Oh, you bloody blackmailer! really hate you 
sometimes, you know? 


You don't seriously think that kissing me can solve anything now? It won't do, I'm too angry with you, and old 
and cynical, and | forgot joys of the flesh long ago.. Oh. 


Oh. 


